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" God be with you !  You're young to teach me ! " the
old man came straight  at  Pantaleimon  and,  hopelessly1?
shaking his head, Melekhov stepped aside into the snow t</
let him pass.
" Did you see our old warrior ? " Miron Gregorievich rose
to meet Pantaleimon.   " There's a fine way to bring trouble^
down on our heads !  He fastened on his medals, put his cap<#
on and went !  He's become quite a child, he doesn't under-
stand a thing."
" Let him comfort himself as he can : it won't be for
long! " Lukinichna sat down with the cossacks, bitterly
complaining. " Well, how are you all ? We heard Grishka
had been chased by the anarchists. They've taken four of
our horses, and left only the mare and a yearling. They've
robbed us of everything."
Miron screwed up his eyes as though taking aim at some-
one, and spoke with a new tone of authority. " And what's
the cause of our life being ruined ? " he demanded. " Who *
has done it ? It's all this devilish government. Is it sensible
to make everybody equal ? You can drag the soul out of
me/ but I'd never agree to it. I've had to work hard all my
life, and then they want to make me equal with those who've
never lifted a finger to raise themselves out of their need.
No, we'll wait a little longer ! This government will cut the
veins of the good farmer ! And then why should we work,
and who should we work for ? The front lies along the
Donietz. But is it likely to stop there ? I'm telling those I
can rely on that we ought to support our cossacks who are
beyond the Donietz. ..."
" But how ? " Pantaleimon cautiously asked, for somei^
reason dropping his voice to a whisper.
" How ? Why, by kicking out this government ! Yes,
and to kick them so hard that they'll find themselves back
in Tambov province. Let them share their equality with
the peasants there. I'll give all that I own down to the last
thread to destroy these enemies. Now is the time, otherwise
it will be too late. Only, we must take them by surprise t
The regiments have gone on, and there are only the village
chairmen left behind. It would be a simple matter to get
rid of them ! "
Pantaleimon rose to his feet. Carefully weighing his
words, he anxiously advised Miron;